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The contention of the wo famous Hottfes, 

* . All things is handfome now my Lord. 

Sxf, Then draw the Curtaines againe and get you gon, 
Andjou toll haue your firme reward anon. 

Enter the King and Queene.the Duke of Buckingham, and the 

of Sower fet^and the Cardtmti. 

King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our V nkle Glofter, 

Tell him this day we will that he do cleerc himfelfe. 

Suffolk;. I will my Lord. Ex, t Suffolk;* 

X. And good nvy Lords proceed no further gainft our vnckle, 

Then bytuft proofe you can affirme: 

For as the fucking childe or harmleffe Lambe, 

So is he innocent of trcafon to our State. 

Enter Suffolk e. 

Ho w now Suffolke, where’s our Vnckle i 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my Lord ofGlofters dead. 

The King fals in a found. 

Queene. Aye me, the King is dead .* helpe, helpe, my Lords. 
Suf* Comfort my Lord, gracious Henry comfort. 

King. What doth my Lord of Suffolke bid me comfort . 
Came he euen now tiling a Rauens note, 

And thinkes he that the cherping of a W ren. 

By crying comfort through a hollow voyce. 

Can fatisfie my grecfes, or eafe my heart f 
Thou balefull meffenger out of my fight. 

For euen in thine eye-bals murther fits : 

Yet do not goe. Come Bafiliske 

And i^Xvl^l l0 m °y Lord ofSuffolkc thu S , 

As ifthat he had caufd Duke Humfrtes death ? 

The Duke and I too youknow were enemies. 

And v’had beft fay that 1 did murther him. 

King.hh woe is me for wretched Gloftcrs death. 

Qtf Be woe for me more wretched then he was : 

What doft thou turncaway and hide thy face? 

I am no loathfome Leaper ,looke on me. 

Was I for this ni gh wrackt vpon the lea*. 



ofYorheandtmaHer. 

And thrice by aultward winds driuen back f r 6 Englads bounds? 
What might it bode, but that well foretelling ° 

Winds faid, Seeke not a fcorpions neft. & 

Enter the Earles of^arwicke& Salisbury. 

War . My Lord, Fhe Commons like an hungry Jhiue ofBees 
Runvp and downe.caring not whom theyfting * 

For good Duke Humfrtes death, whom they report 
To be murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heerc. 

King. That hetsdead good Warwicke,is too true. 

But how he dyed God k-nowes B not Henry • 

r r u ntl ft hiS priuyc t ai , llber m y L °rd, and view the body. 

Good father flay you with the rude multitude, till I rcturne. 7 
Saltsb. I will fonne. P vc / I 

. , ... , . frey tn hts bed*. 

King. A h Vnkle Glofter,heauen receiue thy foulc 
Farewell poore Henries ioy now thou art gone ' 

War. Now by his foule that tooke our fhapc'vpon him 
T° free vs from his Fathers dreadfull cutfc, ^ * 

lam refolu’d that violent hands were laide 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke. 

Suf. A dreadfull oath, fworne with a folemne toneue 

wlr in nfT 8 T? Lord for thcfi = words ? g * 
b * uc 1 feenc a ^mely parted GholL 
Of alhy femblance, pale and bloodlefle: 

But loe the blood is fetled in his face. 

More better coloured then when he liu’d. 

His well proportion'd beard made rough and fterne 
is fingers Ipredabroad as one that graiptfor life * 

f “ rpriW « the leal ofthefe are probable, 

It Mnnotchoofe but he was murthered. • 

E ** Add 
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